3i4	BEYOND HORIZONS
since we knew we must be close in, and to ascertain the state of
our fuel tanks. We had used up lots of petrol climbing over the
Hearst Land mountains and in our three subsequent take-offs.
But the tank, when we examined it, seemed to have enough petrol
for another hour's flying. And at the end of three hours we had our
position—Lat. 79° 15' S., Long. 153° 16' W.
What an afternoon I The snow sparkled like jewels. There was
no wind. Once more it was good to be alive, for we were off the
high plateau and on the Ross Barrier at last, 980 feet above sea-
level—and only 125 miles from our destination, with fuel enough
to reach it.
Restless and anxious to be off again, we slept very little that
night. At 8.58, local time, next morning we took the air, and at
9.50 we reached the north end of Roosevelt Island, sixteen miles
south from the Bay of Whales—although at the time we did not
know it was Roosevelt Island. Confusion as to just where we were
was due to the fact that we were using two maps which did not
agree as to the location of this island.
But at that moment something else was commanding our com-
plete attention. All during this kst hour of flight a great water
sky had been building higher in the north. Then all at once, as we
came past Roosevelt Island, we saw it—slate-coloured open water
on the north horizon, looking almost black in contrast to the white
expanse across which we gazed. The Ross Sea!
There was the goal at which so much Antarctic exploration had
aimed, and we had reached it. Behind this moment lay three years
of planning, work, and travel, heartbreak and hardship, failure, dis-
couragement, and renewed determination—and at last there it was.
We had crossed the continent from the Weddell Sea to the Ross
Sea.
At such moments in the story-books men are supposed to make
memorable remarks, but in actual life behaviour seems to be
different. What happened was this: As soon as the open water
appeared in the north, Hollick-Kenyon turned round and looked
at me. I expected him to say something, but he did not. Nor could
I think of anything to say. I stared back at him, that was all. Then
we resumed our individual tasks, After all, what was there to
say?

